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THE INDUSTRIAL SUBLIME

What pleased him most, he said, was that cast-off
something of something else.
Waste, she said, and he said yes. Real satisfaction,
he said, was not a matter of getting or of having but of
seeing. And here, among the wreckage of industry, in
what he called the geometry of lesser geometries, there
was nothing left to do but see. He was no apologist, he
said, but considering the options, wasn't it better to
find beauty where there was none? If she looked closely
enough, couldn't she find the awe in detritus? Couldn't
she see how this unnatural machinery had stumbled into
aesthetics? Couldn't she see the similarities to the holy,
natural world? Like snow crystals, he said. So many millions of imperfect things, broken by the wind, made to
seem whole and flat and pure, he said. No, she said. Then
something less obviously symmetrical, he said: hoarfrost
or rime. And she said no. The beauty is there, he said, if
we allow it. Paradise, he said, is a place like this, filled
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to bursting with imperfection, beautiful only from a distance or when the eyes relax and forgive. Paradise? she
said. And he said yes, nothing more than an emptied warzone, scarred and battered and beautiful.
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